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seat. I propose to interview Mr. Clunderson
ayself."
"Mistress wish go?" Pooralli asked quietly.
"I do!" she cried again. "I do! I will go!"
There was no one in the room who could tell how
it happened, no one but Pooralli, who had spent
many years where such things were easy. Spenser
towered over the little man standing before him,
then suddenly the huge, bulky figure seemed to be-
come a heaving mass of legs and arms being lifted as
though by a giant clean off the ground. Pooralli
looked over his shoulder.
"Mistress pass out," he enjoined.
Jane left the room just as Spenser was lowered
from his perilous position to the floor. It was Poor-
alli now who stood with his back to the door. The
smile was still on his lips. Spenser struggled to his
feet but made no movement towards him.
"You will end your days in prison for indulging
in these filthy tricks," he gasped.
Pooralli shook his head.
"No, not me, Mr. Spenser," he said. "Never prison
for me. Another, perhaps. But not for me."